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SLOPER’S EASTER MONDAY. 

** During the last few weeks Poor Pa has seemed altogether a failure. Even his Anarchism at the Boat Race was ridiculed, and it has been discovered 
that he is no more an Anarchist than the Prince of Wales. On Easter Monday, though, he showed a bit of his true form; in fact, together with Uncle Boffin, 
Iky Moses and Bill Higgins, he was the life and soul of Hampstead Heath. Bank Holiday loveliness was quite mashed on his skipping. The ’Arry fraternity, 
though, was not quite so delighted. The day finished up, therefore, unpleasantly. Dad is now trying to rid himself of a pair of black eyes.’”—Toorsix. 


ETS OF ADVERSITY. MORE RUM RIGS. 
WA Kp = —— 
ACERTAIN Mr. Thomas Rumbold, having accumulated a 
nice little fortune by a variety of artful devices and carefully 
placed it in a bank, one fine day found himeelf reduced to 
poverty by his banker bolting. Naturally he felt low- 
spirited, and entered a tavern. 
Here he called for a flagon of beer, which was served to 
him in a silver cup,as was customary in the daya of the 
Merry Monarch. ‘ing in a (hing room and alone, he 
called for the landlord to partake of his noggin and they 
continued together for some time until the landlord had 
occasion to leave him. Soon after, he went to the bar and 
ear for his beer, while the waiter at the same time went 
or the cup, and missing it, called Rumbold back, “Cup!” 
he exclaimed, “I left it in the room.” A search was made 
but to no effect ; the cup could not be found and the lind. 
lord openly accused Rumbold of the theft. He willingly 
permitted his person to be searched, which proved equally 
unsuccessful ; but the landlord still maintaining that Rum- 
bold must have it, or, in any case, was chargeable with the 
loss, would have the matter investigated by a justice, before 
whom they immediately went. The landlord stated his case, 
de Rumbold Somplins lou of the injury done him 
Say you have a w uncle has only lent you eighteen- And when you are fairly distracted with the tooth- y the suspicion; and from his never endeavouring to 
to [hese it, fee te torsos ts remncenine men cose peak ormenan expecially when the following ache, and fee! inclined oo pasalies anyone who only escape when he was called back, and submitting so readily 
of means whose doctor has forbidden him to drink at is Hi looks at you, how soothing it is to find that your to be searched, the justice dismissed him, and fined the 
peril of his life 1 take in at all! mother-in-law is half mad with ! landlord for his rashness. During their visit to the justice 


ou 


some of Rumbold's associates entered the same inn, where, sccord: 
ing to arrangement, they found the cup fixed under the table with 
soft wax, aud made off with it without the least suspicion. 

We will give another adventure which shows that some of the 
tricks of the present day are old enough. We tell the etory in 
nearly the original words, Having observed a countryman pretty 
flush of money, Rumbold and his accomplices followed him ; bui 
trom Hodge's attention to his pocket, they failed in sev 
attempts to pick it. One of the thieves at last dropped a letter in 
front of the countryman, which Rumbold and the countryman 
simultaneously made a clutch for, Rumbold, however, being the 
quickest, “ There is something else here besides a letter,” eaid he. 
“Tery halves!” said the countryman (turning thief at a moment's 
notice), Well,” said Rumbold, “ you stooped, indeed, as well as 
1; but I have it. However, I will be fair with you;” and he 
opened the letter, which contained a necklace. “Good fortune if 
this be real gold,” “How shall we kaow that?” asked the 
countryman, “Let's see what the letter says?” It ran as follows : 


“ BRoTHER JOHN,—I have sent back this necklace of gold you 
have sent me, not from any dislike I have to it, but my wife would 
havea bigger. This comes not to ubove seven pounds, and she 
would have one for ten pounds, Pray, therefore, get it changed 
for one of that price, and send it by the bearer to 

* Your loving brother, JACOB THORNTON.” 


“Nay, then, we have good luck,” quoth Rumbold ; “ but I hope 
you will not expect a full share, for, you know, I found it; and, 
besides, if one should divide it, 1 know uot how to break it in 
pieces without injuring it; therefore [ must have three pounds ten 
shillings, the price in all being, as you see, seven pounds.” “ Ay, 
said the countryman, as artful as ever, “it may be worth seven 
pounds in money, fashion, and all. We must, however, not value 
that, but only the gold ; therefore, I think, three pounds in money 
are better than half the chain, and so much Pll (es if you let me 
have it.” * Well, I'm contented,” said Kumbold ; “ but, age 
shall give mea pint of wine over and ubove.” To this the other 
agreed, and at a near tavern the bargain was ratified, and there 
Rumbold and the countryman quickly disposediof two bottles, and 
became bosom friends, 

A supposed stranger presently dropped in, and all three began 
playing cards, until the countryman was cleared out. More sup- 
posed strangers dropped in, and at last supper was ordered—a 
shoulder of mutton and two capons—which having despatched 
they fell asleep with the empty dishes before them. The landlord, 
finding them thus, piled their plates high with all the bones his 
other guests had left during the day, and, when they woke up, 
charged them seven pounds for what they were supposed to have 
eaten, but were too drunk to remember. When, next morning, 
with empty pockets and an aching head, the countryman took the 
necklace to a goldemith’s in order to procure money to carry him 
home, he found jt was brass thinly gilt over. 

° e ° ° ° e 
ITEST. 

ma insiatt onn me fetchin off thatt yerrand an promis the broom 
stik. there iss no ‘ope. iam onn the door stepp the desprit boi 
is on the oppersite side of the rode. 

(Neat week, “ List Slippers.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope ad enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Very kind of you, A READER; Pray accept the Old 'Un's 
thanks. Yea, of course, you can, KiRALFY. Most delightful, 
thank you, MANX. Only just a few, A COLLEEN. No, we haven't, 
A. H. BLAKE. We agree with you, GIOVANNI, Jt completely takes 
the cake. You should stamp the wba RONALD, Jf you wish 
the sketch returned, Such an afer, ROYAL HOUSEHOLD, ALLY 
SLOPER would have spurned, lad to hear you like it, CHOLLY. 
Thanks for offer, 8.B. WALL; But the Ancient just at present 
Has no time to spare at all, 


—— 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World. 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 monthe, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tuk SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE La BaNngvueE. 


ed 


NINH OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall ha, rage to meet 
with his or her death ina Hailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United ee, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tasue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Hotway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HaLF-HoLipay” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
gollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—— 


Young Dovely, Do you believe in love at first sight ? 

Old Cynicua. It is the only kind that a sensible man is ever 
affected with, my boy, because then he is unacquainted with the 
weaknesses and failings of the woman, 

* 


“Din King Charles exhibit any traces of fear at his execution?” 
nsked the teacher of the history class.“ He did, sir,” said the bad 
boy at the bottom of the class. “In what way!” queried the 
master, ‘ Well, he lost his head altogether, sir, didn’t he?” 


ss 


Pinner. 1 hear that Snorker has taken the pledge, 
Panner, Vm not surprised. He's ruftian enough to take 
anything. ee 
s 


THEY call the stage folk artists, and 
The term there's reason for ; 
Becauae, you ree, that ev'ry one 
Of them is meant to “draw.” 
ss 


s 
Jingle, Are post obits of recent invention? 
Bowker, No, sir; they are as old as Methuselah. 
Jingle, Humph! I shouldn't think they were much no vogue in 
his day, ae 
& 
“WHAT is the most necessary qualification to become a success- 
ful angler?” asked the beginner. “ Vivid »owers of imagination, 
my boy,” was the answer of the slderly piscator. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 617.—The “Lady Barber” Costume. 


Jones, I know I've a vein of poetry in 


me, 
Editor. Well, you'd better see a doctor 
and have it laaved. 


BANK HOLIDAY SPORT. 
Paying the penaity of notoricty. 


Gushing Young Lady. I should £0 like to have my photo taken on a donkey, 
Ye 
Bystander (in background). Set on Choricy's knee, then, miss, 


iS It was advertise! as a concert, 
“Gimme « gin fiz. “Yes, oir. Extra but turned out to be a fancy dress 
fissy?" “No; extra ginny.” bavi of the very worst kind. 


(Saturday, March 24, 1894. 


“Ig there any particular way you would prefer to be put to 
death?” asked the savage chief of the missionary, “Uh, don't 
axe me, pray!” responded the good man; and they promptly 
spared him, and made him editor of the island “SLOPER. 


X, That man takes a most exalted view of life. 

Y. Indeed, I shouldn't have thought so from his conversation, 
now. 

X. That's nothing to do with it. 

Y, Nothing? 

X. No; he's an aeronaut, *° 


First Proud Young Beauty. Fancy, my dear, that ugly little 
Stiggins has actually had the impertinence to propose to me! 
Isn't it an insult? I don’t know how to punish the little wretch ! 

Second Proud Young Beauty. Marry him, dear. 

(And then he stow Commenced,.”—Old Song. 
s 

“Wuat kind of case is best to your liking?” asked the inquire: 
of the eminent Q.C. And the man of law responded quickly, “ A 
case of Special Scotch,” *.° 


THERE lives no man that we so oft 
Condemn to climes infernal, 

As he who always wants to show 
Us how to run our journal. 


s 

ieee How is Signor Professino, the great dog-trainer, this 
morning? _ 

Dimple. He is rather weeee, ioe when I saw him just now his 
most valuable poodle was on his last a 

Simple, Oh, dear me! Can nothing be done for him? 

Dimple, Oh, yes; if anyone was to whistle he would most likely 
Aas from his last legs on to all four legs—don't you see? last legs, 
hind legs. Ough, you brute! What do you want to hit so hard for 


Amateur Singer (just come of’). Well, old chap, I take credit to 
myself I sang that song with expression. Why, the old white- 
ae gentleman sitting under the clock there was actually moved 

tears. 

Friend, Well, 1 don’t wonder at it, my boy—that’s the composer 


s 
WossakF answered an advertisement the other day which said. 
“ How to avoid domestic rows. Eighteen stamps.” The one anc 
a tanner dispatched, he waited the reply not a little anxiously. I: 
came by return, and said—“ Remain single.” 


‘ Ae ‘decile a bad cold you've got; why don’t you take something 
or 
B. Thanks, you're very good ; Til have a Scotch whisky, please 


Elderly Belle. This isa photograph of me when I was a girl. 
Old Blufly. Dear, dear: now, 1 didn’t know they'd brought 
photography to such a pitch of perfection until late years. 


Duffins. Oh, 1 don't believe in long engagements! Why, I didn’ 
know my wife six weeks before I married her. 
Mufins. Ah! I didn't know mine until a month after I'd marrie:' 


her. os 
s 


Chumpleigh, Wretched night I had last night. 

Dum per. Indigestion? 

Chumpleigh. No; but it was eo cold that I wanted an exti: 
blanket on the bed, but it was too, cold to get out and fetch it. 


s 
Miss Portly. I assure you, my dear, he is a most finishe: 
speaker ; in fact, 1 was quite carried away by his eloquence. 
Mias Slimly (meaningly). Were you, indeed? Well, he mu-\ 
have been a powerful vrator, *,* 


“You are my queen,” the youth exclaimed. 
I love you madly.” Bu 

The cruel maid said, “So I see— 
I know you're off your nut.” 


s 
Junes, See that man over there? His wife literally drives hi: 
to the pub. 
Smith. How sad. 
Jones. Sad? Nota bit of it! He keeps a big pub. in the Cit, 
and his wife drives him into town every morning; and a very 
nice trap he’s got, too. ** 


“THAT was rather a—well, a tame sermon of yours this mort. 
ing, Mr. Mildman,” said the rector, just ret from a holida) 
“ Was it, sir?” responded the curate; “it wasn’t mine. I've beeu 
too busy this week to write one, and I took it froma bundle iu 
your handwriting out of the library.” 

ss 
a 

Dudely, Aw—Miss Clawa, if you—aw—wefuse me I shall g: 
bis + away from here and blow my bwains out—aw ! 

Miss Clara. Pooh! nonsense! Mr. Dudely; you'd never hii 


them. “.° 
First Man. | tell you the fellow’s nothing more or less than a 
downright thief - 


Man. Well, you could hardly expect him to be an upright 
one, could you? oe 


hag There's one thing 1 like about Mudly, and that is, he 
ae i oii \f h It him. H ds’ 1 

. of course he can. pays him. He sends ’em a! 
to “SLOPER'S Havr-Hotpay,” and gets twopence a line for ’eim. 
ss 


s 
First Pretty Thing. I cannot understand what caused young 
Lord Dunderhead to make love to me last night. 
Second rage Thing. For the sake of making conversation, most 
likely, dear, He always was a bad talker, you know. 
ss 


s 
First Friend. Hullo, old man, haven't seen you for a long time. 
Getting on better than ever, I hope. 
Second Friend, Well, I don't know; but I'm getting better of 
than ever, thanks. *\* 


THE t soars to dizzy heights, 
We've often heard it said ; 

And ours climbs up six flights of stairs 
Whene’er he goes to bed 

ss 


s 
In Third Class Railway Carriage. 
Temperance Advucate. May I inquire, my dear friend, what you 
have in that bottle? 
The“ Dear Friend.” That's perfume. 
peepee Advocate (much relieved), Oh, I was afraid it was 
whisky. 
The“ Dear Friend” (Mogustcdly), What, in a small bottle like 
that? Do you take me fora bally fool? 
ss 
s 
Borely. There’s nothing new under the sun. 
Brisk. Oh, I don’t know; that tarred fence you're leaning 
against is ly fresh. 
See 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL, 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET. LONDON, E.C. 
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ONE ace tant I: pe Oper a 


Saturday, March 24, 1894.3 
TOOTSIE AT WAPPING, W.C. 


_—s 


Wapping Old Stairs at the Vaudeville Theatre is not Sir 
Roger's Wapping, and the public house selected as the scene for 
the action uP the piece is not the Globe but the Old Ship. This 
new comic opera, by two brand new young men, is so enthusi- 
astically rendered by the actors and actresses en in its 


Dick Fid: 
R. TEMPLE. 


rformance, that one cannot help thinking all at ade ips rehearsal 


boured under the impression anew arisen, and 
another Sullivan sprung up. This, however, is not — the case. 
Yet, though falling short of perfection—by a good it, I fancy— 
Wapping Old Stairs is quite good goods enough to suit the average 
comic opera-goer. 

The story might certainly be . Here it is: Sir Worm- 
wood Sorubba a nephew, famed ifark Mainstay, who has 
shipped as a common sailor, and he is beloved | Palo, Heck the 
daughter of Molly Joy, the landlady of the Old Ship at Wapping 
and himself does love her dearly. But the villain of the piece, an 
Captain Crook is his mane, wane to Nancy Joy himeelf, 
resolves to get Mark out of the way, and for oH get vor he drugs 
him with “haschich,” and whilst he is stupefied, smears Mark's 
hands and knife after the fashion adopted by Lady Macbeth 
towards the Ringe guards, only, in this case, he uses red paint 
instead of blood. When Mark partially recovers his senses, but 
not sufficiently to distinguish 
between bl and paint, he ~ 
is persuaded that he has 
committed a murder, and, to 
escape arrest, disg' him- 
self asa travelling quack doc- 
tor. In this disguise he meets 
his uncle, Sir Wormwood, and 
the old gentleman not only 
fails to recognize him, but en- 
trusts him with an unad- 
dressed love-letter, which is 
intended for the fair 
Nancy, 

Instead of giving it to her 
he hands it to Susan Sinnett, 
a servant at the inn. A solil- 
oquy of Captain Crook's, who 
has a bad _ habit of talking to 
himeelf about his erimesta a fy 
loud tone of voice, is over- //;/// 
heard by a boatswain, one / 
Dick Fid, and Crook is com- 
polled to pe co 
imposed on poor 5 
then finding be has not all 


murdered anybody at 
throws off his disguise, an 
clutches Nancy to his heart. 
Meanwhile Sir Wormwood 
Scrubbs, being 

with an action for breach of 


romise of mai marries “ 
em the maid the inn, Bir Wormwood Serubbs- 
and all are now more or less HL SPARKLING. 


happy. 

Ths isa bit thin for an evening's entertainment, it must be allowed, 
and some of the parts do not give the actors very much chance. 
Such an experienced hand at this sort of work as Mr. Richard 
Temple, ought to have a bit more to do, but he has done his 
stage management admirably. Miss Fanny Marriott as Susan, a 
servant girl who reads penny novelettes and nope some day to 
marry a lord, shows to considerable advantage. Mr. Avon Saxon 
has a good song to sing about Rum, and Miss Mary Hutton has a 
pleasant voice, which she uses admirably. As Sir Wormwood 
Scrubbs, Mr. Herbert Sparling is eccentric and droll and sings 
extremely well. Mr. Courtice Pounds’s performance of the hero is 
full of spi (oo he sings as usual, with great charm. As Captain 
Crook, Mr. Henry Bouskier exhibits a great deal of humour, and 
sauce coprially ; and Miss Hannah Jones isa picture of a pleasant, 
pretty lan y. 

The company generally, in fact, several of whom are strangers 


Mark Mainstay: 


Captain Crook: 
COURTICE POUNDS, 


H. BoccuIER, 


to me, work, as I have said, with a will, and I should not be sur- 
rised to tind that Wapping Old Stairs brings a good lot of money 
the Vaudeville. This is the moment for nautical business. You 


k Charley Godfrey, the modern Nelson, if 1 am wrong. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A MATUTINAL DUOLOGUE. 

Ir happened in thia way. On the evening previous he'd fallen in 
with some old schoolfellows unexpectedly. There are no friendships 
like the old friendships, and—even leaving that out of the question 
for a moment—it happened to be Briggs's birthday. Well, what 
could a fellow say? 

His head felt a bit bad this morning, just for all the world as 
though a score of little impish blacksmiths were trying to let a steel 

late into the back of his cranium. His palate was dry and hot, and 

is breath came out blue, like the tlame beneath the gas kettle. 
Somehow he couldn't look Angelina fairly in the eye, and he felt 
that Angelina noticed it. 

“Ah me!” she sighed, as she took her seat in front of the tea- 
urn and glanced across the table. “And they call women weak ! 
1 wonder, I only sender, precisely WHAT a man would say of a 
woman who let everything to rack and ruin whilst she, sur- 
rounded by a pack of dissolute companions, stood in front of a 
public bar and consumed spirits until she got in such a disgusting 
state of fuddlement that she tried to open the atreet-tloor at one in 
the morning with the butt-end of a stylographic jpen! 1 wonder! 
And just because, mind you, she hadn't vot the tirmness, the moral 
courage to a to those companions,‘ No'! 1 am not speaking, 
James Jeftinthroppit, in a spirit of anger, but in ill-disguised sor- 
row. A more lamentable sight than a married man, the father of 
a family—as yet a small one, [ will »dmit—with the countless 
responsibilities of the same vested in him, being areages round the 
town at the beck and call of a lot of drunkards, and heaven knows 
what besides, just because he can’t say that little word ‘No'— 
hasn't got such a word in his vocabulary in fact—is too sera for 
even for contemplation. And you kno it doesn’t suit you ! n't 
think I haven't heard you in the night, groaning and sighing, be- 
cause I have. Oh, it’s a fine game! But you'd rather put up with 
it than say to those whisky-sodden brutes ‘No.’ Have you for- 

ten that there is such a word? ‘Pon my word I think you must 
ve! Just look at yourself in the glass—all because you couldn't 
say ‘No.’ Eyes like two holes burnt in a horse blanket, lips 
hed, tongue covered with fur, forehead feverish and blotchy— 
to he !—and all because he couldn't say ‘No.’ A fine prospect for 
& woman, truly ; tied to a man who has deliberately made up his 
mind to sacrifice his health, body and soul to his pig-headed vanity, 
a@ man who can't say ‘No,’ a being who ——” 

“For heaven's sake, Concordia, stop it! It's time I started for 
the City. Don't imagine that 7 don't know what a fool I've made 
of fo er ‘cause I do, and henceforth I mean——” 

“What, James—to say‘No'! Psha! It isn’t in you: you're too 
much the poor, weak, agree-to-everything fool to say ‘No.’ Well, 
here's your hat—and here's your umbrella—better take it, it’s sure 
to rain. Oh, and—er—by-the-by, Whalebone and Gusset’s Spring 
Poctamerreainel | Sale is on to-day; can you leave me three or four 
soverei——"" 

James Jeffinthroppit Johnson (with hilarious vehemence): “NO”! 


—_——_+ 


THE SIGHS OF MY ANNIE. 

THE ra of my Annie, in hours of ease, 

Are light and low as the western breeze, 

Or the midnight songs that on moonlit leas 
By the fairies and elves are sung : 

The sighs of etd Annie are sweet to-me, 

But, when Arthur and I have been out on spree, 

Then Heaven preserve me and keep me free 
From the size of my Annie's tongue! 


The sighs of my Annie, as side by side 

O'er the ruftleless river of Life we glide, 

Are so lovingly mild that no gentler bride 

uld be (cand in the whole wide land : 

The sighs of my Annie are sweet to me, 

But if o’er her new damask I spill my tea, 

Then Heaven preserve me and keep me free 
From the aize of my Annie’s hand! 


The sighs of my Annie, in hours of care, 
Havea pre | etfect on the woes I bear: 
They can banish the pangs of acute despair 
ith a witchery strange and sweet. 

The sighs of my Annie are blias to me 
But, when home in the morning I roll at three, 
Then Heaven preserve me and keep me free 

From the size of my Annie's feet ! 


ECHOES OF SCIENCE. 
(With reiterated apologies to the Globe.) 

It arose as follows, “ Father of Five.” When Dr. Siemens, the 
celebrated engineer, first made a stir in the scientific world he was 
well on for seventy. Asa man of seventy doesn't care to have a lot 
of congratulatory idiots always busting in upon his Pats he 
retired to the Harts Mountains—and hence the terms, Science and 


Harts. 

Professor Proctor said that at least four hundred and fifty 
thousand meteors fall from the heavens and strike the earth every 
hour in the year. Yet, when a man comes home with a black eye 
and a bashed-in tile, and tells his wife he has been struck by a 
meteor, what dvesn't she call him? 

How true it is that some men have greatness thrust upon them. 
Who, for instance, outside the Rochdaleites, would remember 
anything about John Bright in the present day if it hadn't been 
for the medical scientists naming a celebrated disease after him? 

The latest thing in patents is a colt eons sofa, When the 
clock strikes the hour of ten p.m., it not only throws the young 
lady up to her bedroom, but kicks the young —— out at the 
front door, It comes a bit expensive, but no family with marriage- 
able daughters can really afford to be without one. 

Get out, “ Anxious Alfred,” who're ye gettin’ at? Of course a 
blind man has a “favourite colour,” just the same as any other 
man. Haven't you heard, hundreds and hundreds and fates of 
times, of blind man’s bujf?’ Yah! 

Science has so uently to come to the assistance of Nature, 
nowadays, that occasional misunderstandings are bound to ensue. 
For instance, a certain ome doctor at Acton had been called in to 
attend upon a certain dairyman’s servant girl. He prescribed for 
her in the ordinary way and left. Two days after, meeting the 
girl’s ere, he asked: “ Ah, Mr. Simpson, how is your milk- 
maid?” “What the devil's that got to do with you, sir?” flared 
out Simpson, emphatically ; and even now he won't believe that 
the man of boluses wasn’t snacking him about pump-water and 
annatto. 

An unlucky fishing-tackle manufacturer in Hammersmith has 
brought out a fishing-rod that registers the precise number and 
weight of the fishes caught. The anglers of Hammersmith only 
stand outside his shop and grin, and, up to the time of going to 
press, he hasn’t sold a single rod. 

A medical contemporary states that castor oil is now adulterated. 
Which proves that there is a man alive who would gladly add a 
pang to cog ull om 

Lying is fust becoming a Science. There are men to-day—sordid 
and hardened politicians—who think nothing of sitting up for six 
and seven nights at a stretch composing a communication for the 
Press, and then, having spent another week copying it out until it 
might be mistaken for a piece of engraving, walk into tho editor's 
ottice and remark, with a very badly assumed carelessness that 
wouldn't deceive a wooden image: * There's a little bit of a skit 
I've just scratched off about old Gladstone's resignation ; thought 
you might care to use it.” Oh, it’s sad. 

It says in the Neientixt that the natives of Terra del Fuego never 
kiss. Jt don't say why. But, with memories of an exhibition of 
some of them at the Aquarium some time avo, A. SLOPER believes 
that it is because when they look at oneanother they don’t want to. 

It seems easy till you start on it, but « man wants to have a little 
science up his sleeve to explain clearly to his youngest olive branch 
how it is that when he drops his ball it falls, and when he lets go 
his halfpenny air-balloon it goes up. 


SPOOFED! 


——— 


Lorp ARTHUR Fortuxatous is very handsome, verv wealthy, 
and very much unoccupied. These qualitications, combined with 


a certain amount o 
tact and a great 
admiration for the 
beautiful, make 
him an ideal lover. 
His p! atonic 
friendships have 
been innumerable, 
his uests also 
number and 
tho a he has 
figu on more 
than one occasion 
as a co-respondent, 
he has always been 
very lucky in the 
Divorce Court, 
and, metaphori- 
cally speaking, has 
invariably left the 
Court without a 
stain upon his 
character, 

He is not a man 
to speak much 
about his affaires 
d'amours, but the 
other day he was 
very much upset, 
and, as it was the 
first time in his life 
that such a thing 
had happened to 


him, he confided in two or three of his friends at the club, and, 
with names omitted, the following are the circumstances of the 


case, 
Lord Arthur was strolling down Bond Street during the busiest 
part of the afternoon, when he suddenly caught sight of one of the 


most charming faces he had seen for weeks. 


Perfectly beautiful, ie with sufticient expidglerie to tempt the 


jaded appetite, dressed 

worshipped, yet womanly enough to be kissed. 
As the war-horse is said to sniff the battle 

Arthur could scent a flirtation a mile away. 


and, 


with exquisite taste, dainty enough to be 


afar off, so Lord 
adjusting his hat 


8 little more advantageously, he followed the lovely unknown 
down several of the principal streets until she stopped at a well- 


known furrier's. 


Pensively she gazed into the window at the lovely and expensive 
furs, while his lordship stood at her side and looked with a tmlbae 


“= the-by, 


His lordship paid, 


tion, jecicionst 
mingled wit 

adoration, and the 
two combined 
with perfect re- 
spect, at the 


{ charming  incog- 


nita, 

This look, by- 
was hia 
lordship’s own in- 
vention, and he 
found it so useful 
that he often had 
serious thoughts 
of copyrighting 
or patenting it, he 
wasn't quite sure 
which. 

Presently the 
beautiful 
woman's eyes 
sparkled as they 
caught sight of a 
perfect love of a 
muff. 

“Oh, what an 
exquisite muff!” 
she murmured, 
half aloud ; “oh, 
how I should 
like to have 


i 
Thia was Lord Arthur's opportunity, and he was not the man to 


allow it to pass by. 


‘Would you permit me to make you a present of it?” he asked 
raising his hat most respectfully. “I shall be extremely happy if 


you will let me buy it for you.” 


She looked yi his face with her large brown eyen, and then, 


blushing most 


witchingly, cast them down until her long lashes 


lay on her cheek, as she replied, in alow, soft, but sweet voice : 
“1 should like it—oh, e0 much! but I could never pay you back 


again.” 
“1 do not want to be 


id back,” answered Lord Arthur; “the 


Rosas of having gratified you will be quite sufticient payment. 
Vill you come in and tell the shopman which muff it is you 


prefer?” 


With a pretty little show of reluctance, she followed his lordship 
into the shop, and in a few minutes was seated at the counter, 


In due course the muff was chosen. 


Could they send it?) Oh, 


no! she preferred to carry it—her hands were cold. 
Then came the bill—£15 15e.—which his lordship paid with 


scarcely a glance, 
His eyes were 
fully occupied in 
devouring his 
charming com- 
PW hen th 
en they 

outside, As 
stood for a mo- 
ment on the 
pavement, as 
though undecid- 
ed what to do. 


“And where 
shallwe go now?” 
inqui Lord 


Arthur. “ Might 
I suggest a cup 
of tea or——” 

Just then a 
hansom, which 
the lady had 
signalled when 
she camo out of 
the shop, pulled 
up, and as she 
jumped lightly 
in she replie:t : 

“You can go 
where you like, 
sir! Tam going 
to meet my hus- 
band! Good-bye, and thank you so much! 
Station, cabman.” 

The cab rolled away. 


* Good-bye,” 


Charing Cross 


One sweet, bewildering smile, and all 


seemed dark as Lord Arthur realised that he had boon spoored. 
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AN EASTER EGG. _— 
“So you are going to marry Miss Ogre? What a pity her father's lost “Look ‘ere, mister, these nuts I bought off you are all 
his big Sutwae im this Routh Aumciona iimash; ‘bee he deat wish ts Mamma. Did you lay this egg on the chair? empty shells” “ Well, that makes ‘em weigh light, don't it ? 
known yet.” Child. No; Iam nota fowl. I placed it there, You get more for yer money, and what more do yer warnt ? 


0° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


(1)_ The scene is the manager's palatial apartment at the Lyric Theatre. Present, to say considerate!” but it must be confessed Fane Fear So menind Mageiet Se: 


Mr. Horace Sedger and A. SLOPER. Hush! ‘tis the former who bd caging “My appointment when he found that that barrel contained Eau Cadiz, a fragrant | 
dear SLOPER, I need not say / am delighted to see you, but the q is, will Miss —_ perfume which the saucy vivandiere proceeded to sprinkle over his manly form. “ All 
Yohé be?” A.SLOPER, reflecting what a universal favourite he was with the fair sex, ready!” cried Mr. Sedger, in the voice of the manager.— 4) And then a dainty 
\ smiled a smile of internal eelf-satisfactiou, as he rejoined, “Nay, Horace, my dear herald, who A. SLOPER «oes swear not long ago helped to grace the boards of the 
} fellow, set your mind at ease on that head. I can confidently speak for that lady,” Gaiety, placed herself—he means himself. him and sounded a fanfare; and 
then he kissed the tips of his fingers, pulled up his shirt-collar, and ran his hand thus, in state, he was conducted into the presence of Miss Yohé. Little J 
gracefully through his three hairs that fell in choppy waves over his classic brow, Christopher Columbus had just concluded when the Eminent found himself bowing 
y adding gaily, “ Bear me to the divine goddess of song, dance, and histrionic art of a ee A description of the interview of modern 
{ ais, orp if ana Mr. Sedger pressed an electric button, con- _ journalism wuuld be much too prosaic, he feels, in his present state of mind, to intro- 
| No. 331.—Miss PLORRIE WILKING. ing of a splendid single of the purest water, sct in the gilded walls ofthe | duce here.—(5) At its conclusion, as a pleasant surprise, he retired for a moment 
¥ Gs = chamber,—(2) And im there appeared a delightful little fower-girl, who, and reappeared, 4 la his friend Lonnen, of whom more anon, in a costume the 
{ i In truth, my heart's delight is she. —The Dook Snook, with Nght and nimble fingers, 0 Bieomom = the Eminent's chest, curtsied counterpart of that worn by Miss Yebh, when she ginzs, _* Honey !” and he com- 
} e accept ‘s devotion.” — q prettily ——(3) was ® saucy Spanish vivandiere, menced to warble, “Oh, come, my love, with me,” when that lady interrupted him b: 
Oh, besuteous queen, my life's Zeal Lord Bob A. SLOPER'S eyes glittered when he beheli a neat little barrel resting on her hip. saying it was very kins, but {t was much too late to call on Mon Mopar, ext Fema 
dae “ What chance have I to win so fair a maid ?" —The Zon. Billy. Iavoluntarily he smacked his lips. .“ My dear Sedger!" he cried, “this és kind, not to be excused, bade him good uigut, aud retired to ber dressing-ruom, 
f. AN OUTRAGE BY THE LAIRD. 


(1) While McNab was surveying the sunset, a rufflan with a (2) McParritch said, “Whatever is that following the Elder? Daresay (3) And the Elder said, “Tammie, Tammie, they wretched French nails 0 
bomb, and— a wheen French nails will dae him guid.” yours will burt aenakeny yin o thank days.” 
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Again, ladies and gentlemen, your old friend makes his bow, secure in the tim ot ofhaving “tired,” To be so funnily attired :—Poor Billy likes a big blow out Of hot-cross owns, at times, no 
done his best to collect the wherewithal to amuse you, and fully confident that you will look witha doubt :—“ The ‘ Nice Young Man‘ who stayed tov long,” A decent title for a song :—The steeplechase 

kindly and indulgent eye upon his efforts. But the time passes ; you arv anxious to get to business. grande militaire, Came off last week in weather fair :—Behold a Covent Garden Ball, And now 

4 I will ring up the curtain.—The festive Gussy, it is plain, Is popular at Drury Lane:—On this be 1'li let the curtain fall:—There you are, my nobles! that’s all 1 can do for you at present. 
pleased to cast your eye, A Lady's Fencing Club you'll spy :—The man, no doubt, was rather Punctually at the same time next week you may expect me.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A WAY OUT 


\ i) wit = 
i, " 


the ‘| He. Good gracious! what's this—another 
m= ] She. No; didn't 


Farmer Sloppyacre (to possible purchaser). Muddy? Yea, mebbe. 
But law, ain't it fertile! Why, the other day one of my boys got 
stuck in this ‘ere mud, and when we got him out blest if two of his 
toes ‘adn't sprouted roots ! 


ad 

if ITY. : 

» “You really thine Figen Tcee tle year? How kind Ella, Well, I must rash ; T've got to write six letters before dinner. “How do you think I look, uncle?" “Took? Why, like across het ween 
° , of you!” George. Don't bother to do that—send the postserip(s ou halfpenny carda, the Eiffel Tower and a pair of patent gluve-stretchers, I should sy.” 


ee 


, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


A. SLOPER is quite prepared for Kaster Monday. He has under- 
gone w severe course of training with Albert Chevalier as coach 
and now feels himself 
fit to tackle either peer 
or coster. ‘Arriet, of 
‘Appy ‘Ampstead, is as 
dear to him as are the 
Princesses of 
Blood—in fact, a little 
bit dearer. Entertain- 
ing the former means, 
under the most eco- 
nomical circum. 
stances, the price of 


have never, 
up to the present, cost 
the Eminent the price 
of even a postage 
stamp. But this is 
immaterial. No mat- 
ter what the expense 
is, A. SLOPER has 
thoroughly made up 
his mind to, during 
the present holiday 
season, join hands 
with 'Arry and 'Arriet. 
If Royalty desire to 
follow his example 
and in his footste 
let them do so. _ His 
destination on Bank 
Holiday will be 'Appy ’Ampstead, and if he does not make things 
lively for Heathites generally, it will not be his fault. 

es 


2 
THE 150th formance of that sprightly production, Little 
Christopher umbus, took place on Thursday, the 15th inst. 
Enormous biz. is still the order of the night. 
ss 5 
s 
THE Carnival Balls still draw huge assemblies of fair women 
and brave men to Covent Garden. Great, indeed, is the fun thereof, 
and that the genial Gus is a-never-to-be-sufficiently-thanked indi- 
vidual is so obvious a truth, that it isn’t worth while to impress it 
again on our readers. But the series is drawing to aclose now, and 
those, therefore, who haven't been, will have to hurry up. The 
whole brilliant spectacle is a sight not to be missed. 
ss 


s 

YEs, of course we have been troubled with the March winds. 
Who has not? They have been pretty lively lately ; but we do 
not mind them at all; rather a 
otherwise. There seems to 
be something rather fascinat- 
ing in seeing a representative 
of the fair sex making efforts 
to steer through a gale of . 
wind, She has such a lot of © 
articles of attire to manipu- (5 
late and keep in order at the 


% 


game time, don’t you know. 
First, there is the hat; then 
there is the boa; then there 
is, sometimes, that hair. 
which her dearest friend 
whispers to another dearest 
friend, is “ False, dear, false 
ar—er—er—Lucifer.” Then, 
lnst, but certainly not least, 
there are those truant skirts. 
Somehow or another, they 
will persist in ballooning 
themselves out, and then 
there are —— but, enough. 
We most assuredly do not 
object to March winds, 


. 

VERILY, football is a most 
remarkable game. It seems 
even more uncertain than 
cricket. Instead of the two 2 
premier Association clubs, Aston Villa and Sunderland, appearing 
n the final tie of the English Cup, we find the names of the 
Bolton Wanderers and Notts County, two clubs which are by no 
means at the top of the tree. But they deserve their position, 
which they have attained through sheer pluck. The latter club 
especially are to be congratulated. In knocking the Blackburn 
Rovers out in their last tie, they eurprised all England, A. SLOPER 
would suggest that this year the English Cup should be filled with 
“ Unsweetened” before presenting it to the winners. 


s 
THE Fisheries Exhibition is a welcome addition to the Aquarium 
programme, and all those interested in things piscatorial should 
make a point of seeing it. It's a long time since the Aquarium 
so fully deserved its title, for, for many years past now, anything 
bly absent, 


suggestive of the finny tribe has been not 
| 
s 
Mr. TooLe has been fortunate in securin, 


®& very worthy 
successor to Walker, London, and Mr. Ralph 


umley is to be 
heartily congratu- 
lated upon the un- 
questionable suc- 


pon pure 

timate devices and 
dial free from 
the slightest taint 
of vulgarity. Mr. 
Toole, Mr. John 
Billington, and 
Miss Beatrice 
Lamb are all pro- 
vided with excel- 
lent parts, but the 
good things are by 
no means confined 
to this clever trio, 
for the rest of a 
very excellent cnst 
have plenty that is 
bright and amus- 
ing to do and say, 
That The Rest 
Man will fill the 
honse for a very 
lengthened period, 
there is no shaduw 
of doubt, 

* 


s 
WE are now on the eve of the flat-racing season, thy entry of 
flats for which, we believe, is greater than ever, Weill, if it was 
not for our flats, what would become of our bookies? and if it was 
not for our bookies, what would become of England? 
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THROUGHLY tired of business, nearly tired of the weather, alittle, 
a very little, tired of “ Unsweetened,” and a prey to despundency, 
a SLOPER, on the one Ges — 

uesday, cas' ropped into the 
Grad: Music Hall Now, if A. 
SLoPER had consulted the most emi- 
nent physician in London, a better 
rei could not have been pre 
seri for him. Before he 
been in the hall twenty minutes, he 
had vastly improved, and at the ter- 
mination of the performance, the 
Ancient Wreck was an altogether 
different man. In fact, his affection 
for “Unsweetened” returned {by 
leaps and bounds, and about 11 
o'clock that evening, as far as the 
Oxford was concerned, the favourite 
beverage of kings and A. SLOPER 
could not have n purchased for 
love or money. The programme at 
this hall is an elaborate one, both in 
get up and composition, Space will 
not admit of the Eminent going into 
details, Suffice it to say, that the 
turns which seemed to be most ap- 
wreciated by the public were those of 
Vharles Godfrey, Albert Chevalier, 
the Craggs, R. G. Knowles, Nellie 
Navette, Kate James, and Minnie 
Cunningham. *° { 


THE Mildewed Baton Wielder has 
this day been pleased to confer the 
“A of Merit” upon OsMOND ; v 
CaRR, because he writes such ripping music, “ Fevther, 
chortled the Azure-Orbed, “ Osmond's toons in Go Rang is fairly 
slap-up, I tell yer. °E must be a real painstaking and Carr-ful 
mesichen, mus—"” But the Agéd let fly at the moment, and the 
Blue-Eyed shot skyward from a well-directed kick. 


McGooseE.ey has had the jim-Jamsn in, and asa sort of dessert 
he has been provided with a “ fit of the blues." Together with the 
latter, he proceeded to Putney on Saturday last, where he endeav- 
oured to drown his—sorrows and rid himself of the “ blues.” He 
succeeded in doing both, and slept the sleep of the just on the 
towpath. When he awoke, he found himself again in the clutches 
of a “ Blues,” who immediately walked him off to the nearest police 
station. . . . Latest Bulletin—On Monday, McGooseley was 
fined ten shillings or seven days for being drunk and incapable on 
the morning of the boat race. *,° 


EAstER is pre-eminently the Volunteer’s opportunity of the 
year, Then does the intrepid citizen soldier gird on his knapsack, 
furbish up his 
weapons, and, 
taking an af- 
fectionate 
farewell of 
Ls om . and 

eauty, go 
forth u do 
battle with 
the dangers, 
rheumatism, 
or sunstroke 
(according to 
the weather), 
and engage in 
deadly con- 
flict with 
blank car- 
tridges. It 
reems,though, 
that the part- 
ing from wife 
will soon be- 
come unneces- 
sary; she will 
be able to ac- 
pepneglrarn 
at any rate, to 
the field of 
battle; for 
have not the 
War Oftice 
authorities 
sanctioned the enrolment of feminine volunteers, and has not the 
idea been jumped at? Yea, of a surety, yea! 


s 
ABSOLUTELY no reliance is to be placed upon the statement that 
the Hon. Billy is about to start an opposition paper to Lurks! 
The unanimous and ever increasing success of that mammoth 
ha'porth has, no doubt, made everybody a bit envious, but to 
attempt to rival it—pooh ! the idea is too ludicrous, 
ss 


s 
THE burlesque at Terry's is due in April, and, oh ! the joy of it— 
to see the sprightly Edward and the dainty Kate Vaughan playing 
together as in the old times, Talk about the days of long ago. 
It almost makes A. SLOPER jump for very joy. 
ss 


s 

Goop Fripay may be fairly said to be the day upon which the 
Easter festivities make a fair start. The fact that Sunday restric. 
tions, as regards 
trains and the 
opening of public 
fours, are in 
force, in a man- 
ner prevents the 
noisy element 
from turning the 
occasion into a 
“beano,” but 
there is no doubt 
a very decent he- 
ginning is made 
of the jollifica- 
tion which is to 
culminate in such 
a grand finale on 
the Monday, For 
"Ar there is 
much to be done ; 
the concertina 
has to be tuned - 
and got in order, - 
the “little don- 
key shay ” turned 
out spick and 
span, and the @) 
pearly adorned 
“kicksiex” and 
other resplendent 
wairments which 
coustitute his 
State get-up, prepared for the triumphant outing to come. 

= 


s 
Ir is absolutely untrue that the Dook Snook intends to join Mr, 
Jackson's forthcoming expedition to the North Pole. His Grace's 
numerous creditors will, perhaps, be the only people to whom tiis 
announcement will be welcome. 
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25th March, 1890,—A newspaper of this date says: “A lad 
fifteen years of age, recently met on the highway, near Totnes, a 
servant girl, age bwenty three, whom he took the liberty of 
kissing. For this he was brought before the Totnes magistrates, 
who sentenced him to six weeke’ hard labour, without the option 
ofa fine. Attention was drawn to the severity of the senten 
and the Home Secretary, having inquired into the matter, advi« 
the Queen to direct the immediate liberation of the boy, who 
accordingly was discharged from Exeter gaol, after having been 
confined there for ten days.” 


26th March, 1828.—John Dull of this date says: “It has 
often been asserted that those little annual visitants called martens, 
actually re-occupy the same nests after their return from their 
winter emigration. To ascertain the truth of this assertion, a 
gentleman of the first respectability at Brenchley, in Kent, caught 
one of these birds last xutumn (whilst in its nest) and fastened a 
small thread of silk round its leg, and when these airy visitants 
reappeared a short time since, he watched the nest from which he 
took the little tenant, and found the well-known mark still 
fastened to its leg, where it had continued during its absence, and 
by which he clearly ascertained the positive fact of the re-occu- 
pation of the same nest by the same bird.” 


_27th March, 1867.—Alfred Mellon, composer and musical 
director, died this day, aged 46, He married Miss Sarah Woolgar, 
the popular Adelphi actress, 


28th March, 1783.—This day a hill, 500 feet in height, was 
carried four miles from its site by the dreadful Calabrian earthquake. 


29th March, 1877.—L’Estrange, the “ Australian Blondin,” 
this day crossed Sydney ( Middle) Harbour ona tight-rope stretched 
from clitf to cliff. The length of the rope was 1420 feet, and its 
height above the water 341 feet. 


30th March, 1730.—Wade, under this date, says: “The 
Lord Chief Baron, Pengelly, and several of his officers and ser- 
vants, daring at Blandford, in Dorsetshire, on the Western Circuit. 
during the Lent Assizes, as also John Piggot, Enq, high sheriff of 
Somersetshire, it was mppeed to proceed from the stench of some 
prisoners brought to their trial, there having been such instances 
ormerly, particularly in Oxford, where the judge, high sherit!, 
pane jurymen, and some hundreds lost their fives at that Assizes 
y the infection they took when the prisoners were brought to 
their trials.” This was through “ gaol fever.” 


3ist March, 1888.—A newspaper of this date says that, 28.4 
tram car was going down Renshaw Street, Liverpool, a working 
man, who was riding outside, was taken psig and died in 
n few minutes, He with him at the time a basket containing 
two pigeons, As there was nothing to show his identity his body 
was taken to the Royal Infirmary, and the pigeons, with the 
basket, removed to the detective oftice, Dale Street. In the course 
of a short time one of the pace was allowed to fly away with a 
note tied round one of its legs, requesting the people to whom it 
went to communicate with the Detective Department, as the per- 
son who had been ca ing the bird had been taken suddenly ill 
and had subsequently died. The pigeon went straight home, anc 
in the course of the day a man called at the detective office, and 
identified the body as that of his father, who resided at 9 house, 3 
court, Southwell Street, Toxteth Park. 


ee 


DISILLUSIONED. 
I PRAISED my darling’s tlowing locks, 
Her soft bright golden hair ; 
We're married—now those locks at night 
Adorn a bedroom chair, 


Her pearly teeth I thought divine 
Once on a time, and yet 

I find that, after all, they cost 
But tive pound five the set. 


And, then, her fair eg ede too, 
‘Twas with a shock I found 

It was her custom once a month 
To buy it by the pound. 


ler figure Junoesque | thought, 
But, oh! it is too bad 

To find that really after all 
‘Tis nothing more than pad, 


FROM THE MEMBERS’ ENCLOSURE, HURST 
PARK 


“ HUL-LO, Simmons! Why, you look as if you'd had y're fire 
after the policy'd lapsed—didn't Psa back that winner /” 

“Er—er—yea, yes, Ike; but [ was thinkin’ o’ something else, 
By the way, can you give me a minute?” 

“Certainly.” 

“ You're a member o’ the Junior Reform, aren't you?” 

“Not now. I was.” 

“Oh, well, I dexxay you still know n lot 0’ the members, Y'sée, 
it’s like this. A friend o’ mine—not ‘one of us,’ [ke—who only 
knows me at Twickenham, put me up there nnd I got elected. 
Since then, somebody's found out my connection with ’Ounds- 
ditch, and my proposer says if I'll take my name off the club 
books et get up a ‘sub.’ of £500 for me. What would you advise 
me to do?” . i 

“Stand out for a thousand, Simmy, stand out for a thousand— 
you'll get it!” 

———-- 

A SUBTLE STRATAGEM. 
My Lord Tomnoddy had reached and passed 
The end of his tether at last, at last. 
My Lord Tomnoddy was steeped in debt, 
And my Lord ‘Tomnoddy by duns beset. 

y Lord Tomnoddy he wepta weep, 

As he said to himself, “1 must leap 2 leap 
Over Chelsea Bridge if 1 can't contrive 
Into somebody's pockets to dive, to dive!” 


Miss Lydia Ting was a dull artiste 

Of the tnusic-halls, who had tried at least 

Yor a couple of reasons a name to gain, 

And discovered at last that her aim was vain, 

Miss Lydia Ling did her digits wring : 

“Oh, I cannot dance, and | cannot sing, 

And poverty soon will become my dvom, 

If L cannot booma successful boom!” 

My Lord Tomnoddy and Lydia L., 

They have hatched a plot—they have hatched it well. 

And the caxe has lasted a week in Court, 

And the evidence given has made much sport, 

And my Lord must five hundred pounds vut-shell 

For his breach of promise to Lydin L.! 

But the action was only « bogus thing, 

And the public are rushing: to see Miss Ling, 

Till her-salury now is so grent that she 

Both herself and Tomnoddy from debt e:n free ! 
—— 


Ewery Wliednesday. Twropence. 
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DIREFUL NEWS FOR DIAMOND WEARERS. 
Ip THERE is talk in the 


air 
Of a cruel affair 
(But the t¢ ts we 
hope will relax), 
Though taxes 


The toiler, we know, 
Is by tax dues kept 


low 
(The mere householder, 
ar Pdr Fate's 
But why should the 
“swell” 
Have this trouble as 


well— 
Why dare put on 
jewels a tax? 


Certain “chorister 


ve jewels in 


” 


1 fd ‘] Cr) 
’Gainst this hardship most angry will wax. 
Eh—what's that, you say? 
That the gem-giving “ jay 
Will also be spoofed for the tax "? 
te 


VERY ACCOMMODATING. 
Lote Vis 1 understood you to say that you kept fowls, old man? 
Host. 1 do. . 
Visitor. But I don’t see any. 
Host. Oh, they don’t roost here. They belong to the man next 
door, and only come and feed off my garden in the daytime, 


“FROM THE SUBLIME TO THE—” 


HE was a poet. 

Don't let this candid statement prejudice you against him. He 
couldn't help it ; he was born so. 

It follows naturally that he was seedy and pennilese—too poor, in 
fact, to afford the luxury of having his hair cut. 

But he had a soul, a soul that yearned for the beautiful. Alas, 
he had also a stomach, a stomach that cried out for food at par- 
ticularly inconvenient periods, 

One day it absolutely yelled at him. It had been appeased with 
nothing more filling t half a kipper and a lunch biscuit since 
the previous morning. 

Leal gretigerd copy 
sausage shop e time : 
the delicate aroma of the 
ing delicacies hung 

n the air. “Go 


As he planked down 
the price of his blow- 
out at the pay-desk on 
leaving, a vision of ineff- 
able loveliness met his 


ze. 
It was clad in mauve 
sateen, had blue eyes, and 
hair inclined to beauburn. 
It smiled and thanked 
him sweetly, and the poet 
out into the street - 
Maat igh with lling with poetic f he burut th 
t night, eyes rolling wit ic frenzy, he buru' C) 
midnight candle in his dreary garret until the dawn. 
He breakfasted at the sausage shop, and left the result of his 
nocturnal labours with his cash at the pay desk. 
That evening a short stout man with a big watch-chain and a bad 
led on the poet. 
He explained, with an absence of formality and aspirates, that 
he owned the sa) shop, and that he was the father of the vision 
at the pay desk. “Was he right in assuming that he saw before 
= him the chap wot ‘ad written the to his gal?” 
The poet trembled and conf such was the case. 
= The short stout man beamed. “Good,” he said, “he was proud 
to meet ‘im, glad to shake ‘im by the ‘and, He took it that he 
meant what he said in them verses to Matilda.” 


complexion 


«Wen wok thes, ‘he would. 6ffec is eppabtiten, “The tasrtioas 
* Very well, then, he would offer no o; t) 

i should take place on one condition.” 

1y : And that?” the astoun Loe 

d That you come into partnership with me, and knock orf some 
va more 0’ that rippin’ poetry, crackin’ up——” 

ub “* Matilda? 

“ No—the aa ” 

ise P.S.—The poet took it on. 

— eee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 


DULCINIA DRAKE. 

I MADE a host, on New Year's Day, 
Of resolutions brave, 

But deeply I regret to say 
That, ere unto the grave 

The month of Januaree had passed, 

‘d smashed them all but one, 

To which I still adhered as fast 

As the sportsman to his gun ! 


But now, alas, and woe is me! 
I shed hot tears of shame, * 
And sad is my remorse to see, 
For a place [ need not name 
Ilas to its hideous pavement got 
An extra contribution : 
Forl broke yest're’en—as who would 
not ?— 
. My last good resolution! 


Good reader, I'm a married man : 
No maid I ought to kiss, 

Dut blaine me, husbands, if you can, 
For my heinous fault ix this: 

I swore, on New Year's Day, to kisa 
No female save my bride ; 

But I broke my last firm vow, when 


88 
Dulcinia Drake I spied! 


Se 


WITH A DIFFERENCE, 


Snaggs. The law ix very unjust. 
Nnigga. In what way! 

nagge, Well, a man got five years this morning for exactly 
t at least a dozen persons in court were doing under the 
«'8 very eyes. 

#998. You don't say so! What was it? 

998. Taking notes, 


3.C. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY., 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-B&OX. 


Ss 
Lonpox, March 14th, 1894. 
Dear Mr. Atty SLtorer,—!I thank you very much for the nice 
“ Award of Merit" you «o kindly sent me, Iam deeply touched 
by your good thought for me, and, indeed, by the sympathy which 
is shown me by everyone iu your dear Old England. Iam delighted 
with everything about your country, and hope to remain a long 
time here, and teach you all to high kick as we do in France. 
Trusting to have you one day fora pupil, and again thanking you 
very much, Lam dear Mr. ALLY, yours sincerely. 
NINI PATTE EN L'AIR. 


— 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 210.—HE MAKEs A DEPLORABLE DISCOVERY, 


THE stripling at college with deep regret 
holds himself plun, in the oases of debt ; 

Lig ple ave who has Mvkis tes 

8, on paying the damages, grieved and wroth ; 
The ra ae wil mournfully moan and sob 
If a tradesman gives him a i Aig bob; 
And a myriad bosots, that daily swell 
With a myriad heart-aches, too truly tell 
Of a deep, deep gulf that yawns between 
The changeless “is ” and the “might have been”! 


But, of all the proofs of this grand old truth, 

That exist on earth, there is none, forsooth, 

So laden with sorrow, so fraught with shame, 

So terribly sad, as the proof which came 

To the Mildewed Loon on a recent date 

When the Mildewed Loon was ge by fate 

fe do a thing which coureyed i? bom a 
consciousness, gruesome, and ghast, and grim, 

Of the dee: deep gulf that yawns between . 

The ahananlias is” and the “might have been”! 

‘Tis a well-known fact that the Mildewed Wight 

els, of pride and vanity, guiltless quite ; 

But the world hasn't learned till the current week 

That the Worm-bit Worm is so wondrous weak, 

That he ne'er has gazed on his handsome face 

In a mirror for thirty-and-three years’ space ! 

But he looked in a mirror Ld chance last night, 

And that was the way that he learned—poor wight !— 

Of the dee deep gulf that yawns between 

The changeless “is” and the “ might have been” ! 


Yes, SLOPER looked last night i' th’ mirror, 
And shroke a shriek of unbridled terror, 
For his nose, that eret was as white as wool, 
Had eae RED as the rag that affrighta a bull!!! 
And he knew that his halycon time fled, 
And he wist that the pleasures of life were dead, 
For he weened that he never again might 
To hope for sweet kisses from ladies fair. 
And he said, “I have been a confounded ass 
ze ae ss — ae st alas, aie! 
‘or the deep, deep gulf that yawns between 
The changemes ‘is’ and the ‘might have been’!" 


—— eee 


SPRING BATHING. 


WHEN the merry School Board urchin, freed by mid-day “din- 
ner” bell, hies where the golden sunlight dances on the Regency 
Canal—where the slimy water-lilies hug the grimy tow-path's brink, 
where the carcases of dead cats ‘midst the verdant. sed, stink ; 
where the froglet seeks the cover of the grasses tall and rank and 
the stickleback at noonday loves the shelter of the bank—there 
that urchin “goes in gswimmin’.” Ina costume of the mode of the 
luvverly Gediva when thro’ Coventry she rode. 

Larks! He “treads"’ and does the “side-stroke "—though the 
waters fairly “hum”—like a reg'lar bloomin’ Beckwith at the 
Ryle Aquari-um. Then he ducks his little tupp'ny and he saturates 
his ‘air (in the language of Chevalier it is called his “ Barnet Fair”). 
He blows like any — and he sports like any bull (of the 
species called cetacean) till of slush he's nearly full, till, the water 

tting guilty, he hops out with gleeful shout, and, in dressing ina 

urry, puts his shirt on inside out ! 

Only wicked boys tell stories—but A. SLOPER must confess— 
that that very selfsame evening when our hero does undress ; 
‘neath the watchful eye of mother who, with somewhat anxious 
scowl, stands there close beside the hip-bath with the sponge, and 
“ Pears,” and towel—— 

“Gracious goodness, Bob,” she blurts out as the garment she 
vet pan “you've played wag an’ been in swimmin'—now, then, don't 
tell me no lies! 

Flashes ‘cross the brain of Robert like a dreaded conscience-tax, 
visions —— of Georgie Washington and eke his little axe, 
Ananias and Sapphira, oo. pane in the mimic show just like realistic 
pictures in the Kitanyt -leaue. But he never moves a muscle 
and he never turns a hair as he gazes at the much-offending gar- 
ment and says: 

“There!” and the most ingenious story whieh the naughty boy 
cmaploys, is, “1 must ha’ turned a eomersault when playin with the 

8 
y' Apion tee 


MORNING AND EVENING. 


Farr stripling, health and strength are thine, 
And Hope inspires thy breast ; 
But if thy craze for beer and wine 
Be not in youth suppressed, 
In ape thou'lt surely grieve and sigh, 
Of life’s enjoyments shorn, — 
When the evening fails to justify 
The promise of the morn. 


How bri, ie beams thy father’s brow, 
What tloods of grateful tears 

Thy mother sheds—to think how thou 
Wilt cheer their sinking years. 

But o'er their graves thou by-and-by 
Shalt moan and mourn forlorn, 

When the eve has failed to justify 
The promise of the morn. 


Fair stripling, shun the beer and wine, 
And let thy parents’ years 

In pence, and pride of thee, decline ; 
Or with what bitter tears 

Thou'lt see their grey-haired phantoms fly 
Around thee, anguish-torn, 

When the eve has failed to justify 
The promise of the morn. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 
THE Cabman’s Salutation : “* How do } i Sare?” 
MEM. to Whiaky-drinkers : Keep to Scotch, if you want to keep 
your temper. Get Irish whisky, and you'll naturally get Ire-ish. 
“a FootBAtt Field.”—Yes, it field jolly bad to the man it hit in 
the eye. 
Tue most temperate people are sometimes seen to be in-temper- 


ot, 
It is ridiculous to protest againet urban fowl-rearing.—Where- 
ever there is a city there must be city’s hens (citizens), 
A GooD(s) Situation: That of porter ina luggage oftice. 
For Ladies. —Something Worth “No”-ing: A proposal of 
marriage from a drunkard, 
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HIS LITTLE GIRL. 


= 
CHAPTER IL. 

JAacK SCARLET TREVOR found that ease was very casily attained 
by aman who had fifty thousand pounds invested at 3 per cent, 
Jack might have 
had a higher rate 
of interest, but he 
found that fifteen 
hundred pounds 
a year was a sym- 
metrical income 
which allowed of 
a considerable 
amount of enjoy- 
ment and entailed 
no anxiety, so 
Jack allowed his 
capital to rest in 
the sweet security 
of the Three Per 
Cents., and com- 
forted himself 
with the reflection 
meg he “— ve 
no happier though 
he had twice as 
much, 

80 Jack looked 
leisurely over his 
coh hAd gg & Post, 
eatiafied himself 
that his name was 
all right in the 
list of those who 
oe Lei at Lady 

ngoil’s rty, 
and Sihed, an he 
stroked his mous- 
tache, and contemplated the names of Lady Mary Montacute, Miss 
Montacute, and Miss Clotilde Haycroft. 

“By Jove!” said Jack, as he laughed softly to himself, “she is 
a charming girl is Clotilde Haycro t, and none the less charming 
that she is disposed to be gracious to John Scarlet Trevor. I made 
the running pretty hot in that quiet corner on the staircase last 
night. Had I known that she was the great heiress I'd have been 
shy ; but, bless me! how frank she was, and I have heard before 
that she was stiff. It was a facer when Montacute intro- 
duced us formally afterwards, and I fancy the Montacute did not 
feel pleased that I had had so good a c second sons 
apply in her case!" 

ack laughed again when he remembered the stare of indigna- 
tion which her ladyship bestowed upon him as he led her charge 
towards her. Miss Haycroft had been accidentally separated from 
her party, and had thus fallen in Jack Trevor's hands. Jack had 
no dojection to talking with a young and charming woman, and 
f no intemperate haste 
yed by either to 
into the vicinity of _ 
ontacute. As Jack said, 
all unknowing who the lady 
was, he had made the run- 
ning hig 2 successfully. 

Lady Clangoil'’s staircase 
was a peculiarly pleasant 
p! as staircases go for a 
quiet flirtation. here 
~_ were little recesses at inter- 
- vals which had nm in- 
pga for Pho peeps 

of graven images, but a 
-- heartless Crofter’s Com- 
- mission had remitted half 
of Lord Clangoil’s rent-roll 
ere these works of art were 
set up, and so they remained 
empty, and were screened 
off on state occasions with 
palms. 

“By Jove! Clotilde is a 
frank girl and no mistake, 
when she likes. She’s only 
twenty, and I am thirty-two. 
She's worth millions—owns 
a diamond factory some- 
where, I believe, and will 

be snapped up 4 a title. 
Heigho! If [ were disposed to be a marrying man, I think I 
should like to marry a girl like that. The diamond mine bars 
the way, however. I couldn't afford to run the risk of being 
snubbed and laughed at as a disappointed fortune-hunter if the 
course of true love ran crooked. Well?” 

“ A person wishes to see you, sir,” eaid Jack Trevor's valet. 

“A person! That means that he is shabby —is probably a 


r. Is thatit?” 
bash is shabby, but he says you'll be pieneed to see him, sir.” 
“Show him up, and we will see how | feel about it afterwards,” 
said Jack; “meanwhile, it is just poasible that he will have gone 
off with the overcoats.” 
“Couldn't do that, sir; he is outside the door, and the door is 
closed. He looks like a person who would do that sort of 


thing.” 

a Rather odd if I feel pleased to see a person who is likely to 
steal overcoats, I think. But show him in, by all means. It onl 
means kicking him out again if he isa fraud, after all’s said and done. 

Jack was perhaps : 
too good-natured in 
thus granting admis- 
sion to an unknown 
person; but he was 
one who had seen a 
time when he had no 
interest in Consols, 
and he had never for- 
gotten the fact, Some 
people who rise sud- 
denly, readily forget 
they were once poor, 
and that class invari- 
ably “sport the oak” 
to people who look 
like stealing over- 
coats. They might be 
relatives. 

Two minutes later, 
a secdy -looking man 
was ushered into the 
room. He stood twirl- 
ing a shabby soft felt 
hat between his hands 
for a moment as he 
eyed Jack, and then 
cast a glance round the 
Ranuacesely furnished 
toom. Jack looked at 
the man grimly for a 
moment, and with an 
abrupt wave of the hand signed to the valet to leave the room 
Then he turned to the stranger, and said calmly : 

“You area liar, Jim Hardcole! You always were a liar!” 

(To be continued next week.) 


Lady Montacute, 


A seoly-looking man. 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. SHOCKING! 
=~ (An incident of the Volunteer Review.) 


after a friendly game ev. the 
londay, And this is the , 
gland what it is. 9 } 


(| No, 352.—S1R JAMES FERGUSSON, F.OS, 
“Was born under a rain cloud,a thatched roof, and a fiy- 
blown ceiling. News of birth received with great enthusiasm 
throughout the British Isles. Fétes held in celebration of the 


nm by peasantry and aristocracy alike. Manchester par- 
ticularly enthusiastic. Which will probably account for his 


Ola Lady. Do, for goodness sake, Fiussiv, run and give the poor tellow sixpence . 


now being a member for one of the divisions of that town. Flossie, Whatever for, ma? e THEATRICAL. 
4 Received sound education and numerous thrashings in his boy- Old Lady. Why, the man is starving. He can't even afford a pair of teeeees, A fall nous. 
| hood. Has turned the tables since by thoroughly educating his 


constituents, And administering severe thrashing upon sundry 

of his opponents. Was smiled upon, when only ten years of MORE HOPES BLIGHTED. 

age, by the then Prime Minister of England. Cherishes that smile 

even now as a sort of family heirloom. Entered Parliament at 

@ very early age. And astonished the members thereof. By his 

pride, wilfulness anil ambition. After his first h wanted to 

made Prime Minister. Wanted in vain. still wanting. 
i For many things. Especially the Premiership. Is a red-hot 

| Tory. And is thoroughly domesticated. Has heli a position 

| under Government. But is perfectly harmless. And has never 
| been in prison. Chiefly because he is a capable politician Sir 
1 James was created F.OS., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 

presented to him May 14th, 1492."—Debrett Jmproved, 


Spoftin was a renowned sprinter in his youth, but he never 
sprinted half so hard in his life as he did on Good Friday after 
his —— silk. Verily, those March winds havea lot to 
answer for. 


SX. 


—_ = — 
(1) It was certainly clever of Plunger to have built that saucy craft all himself. _‘ere sou'-west wind du blow wonderful ‘ard !" observed Bill Slude, to his mate, Bob 


His friends all acknowledged that there were some very striking lines about her, Bilgewater. “Har!” returned Bob, “if that keeps hon you may ‘lepend we shall ‘ave 

and perhaps they were right. Anyhow, it was a proud moment for Plunger, when a fall of summat direckly !"—(4) Plunger's “little lot" struck the mu/- 

he handed his Sophronisba aboard for a sail on Easter Monday.— (2) Buta moment barge amidships, and the “ fall of eummat” came off as predicted. Plunger's engage- 

pollncag long i tredingeles red oo dla hurricanes we have been enjoying late! ment came “off,” too, from that moment, as never forgave him, cud 
This they are as much strangers now as they were in childhood’s happy days. 


GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. LIQUID MEASURE jee ee HISTORY 


A SPORTING TERM. 
Full © 


Miss Smif, How many gallons are there in a | 
barrel ? 


5 “Do you know ‘buns’ are not to be the fashion any more?” 
COMPOSERS COMICALLY COMMUNICATED. “Oh, don't say that! I've just had mine stuffed with the best Ethel. 1 don’t know; but there are fifty-four 
No. lieaspobr. (Spoor.) horse-bhair.”” gallons to a hedgehog. 
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